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GS". little Big-Bye-And-Bye to his father, 
Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes, said he: 
“T want a pony.” ~ 

But his father, Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes, was 
planting corn and did not hear. 

Said little Big-Bye-And-Bye again to his 
father, who was planting corn in the ground like 
dropping bright black and yellow marbles into 
small holes, said he: 

“T want a pony! I want a pony!” 

But his father, whose name means that he 
was quite wealthy because he had a great many 
pecks of potatoes at the pueblo, said never a 
word, being intent on planting corn. 





Little Big-Bye-And-Bye once more said to his 
father: 

“T-want-a-pony. I-want-a-pony. I-want-a- 
pony!’ He said it rapidly. And in Indian it 
sounds something like when you try to say “I 
stood on a tomato but I didn’t,’”’ and spank your- 
self on the tummy when you say it. But in Indian 
-itmeansjust what hesaid. He said it very loudly, 
and, being directly under his father’s ear, Mr. 
Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes couldn’t help hearing it 
this time. 

‘What did you say?” asked he, for he did not 
quite believe the ear under which was little Big- 
Bye-And-Bye. 

“T said I want a pony, a cute pony, a little 


pony, a nice pony and a pony that runs fast!”’ 
“Oh!” said Mr. Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes, and 
went on planting corn. —_ 








Little Big-Bye-And-Bye took a golden corn- 
marble out of the ground and tossed it into the 
air. It went up toward the far, far blue sky and 
stopped, and then it came down again, which was 
what he intended. He knew when he threw it up 
that it would come down. = 

His father bent upward like when you open a 
jack-knife, and leaned on his hoe handle. 

‘‘When you are bigger, then you may have a 
pony,” said he, and went back to planting corn. 





Pie Carry saat t 
ck 
. er we Moitngaboh Sadetone UEP Rg ch fee ANE 


cesta ARRIBA ENR gpa 


SR yo lllhigage et eter Bega wy 
wire WINS 4 








Now little Big-Bye-And-Bye was very glad to 
4 hear that when he grew bigger he would have a 
, pony. The main thing was to be bigger. He felt 


bigger already. 

« So he galloped out of the garden o1 on a Wis green 
Sd horse-stick, and over the square log which bridges 
© the brook that makes the corn grow. Here sat 
‘ J little Laugh-A-Lot, wondering which way a fish 
.~ would swim if he couldn’t go up, or down, or in 
any direction. 

EOcholecried little Big-Bye-And-Bye, jump- 
ing up on the log. ‘‘When I get bigger I shall 
have a pony!” 

“Oh, that will be nice!” cried little Laugh-A- 
Lot, forgetting all about where a fish would swim, 
if in no direction at all. ‘‘Get a white one!’ and 
he ran after little Big-Bye-And-Bye, Depoien his 
arms like a duck. 
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Running through the weeds tS 
back of the pueblo, they saw little ~* Sahn 
Corn-Flower trying to get four fat 
hens and a goose into a coop made of 


a 


willow poles like a bird-cage, only much 
larger. Because of the dust, the four fat hens 
got lost in the weeds, while the goose swam 
away on the pond. - 
















“Why do you boys run so fast?” cried little 
Corn-Flower. ‘‘You have scared away all my 
hens and the goose!”’ 

“Oh, we will help you get them back after 
awhile,’’ answered Laugh-A-Lot, ‘‘but little Big- 
Bye-And-Bye here is going to get a pony 

when he’s bigger!”’ 
“A pony? My goodness, how wonderful!” 
cried the little girl, running after them. 

“Get a blue-grey one!” 

So they all ran out of the weeds 
toward the pueblo. 
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Now little Slow-As-A-Turtle was walking from 


there over to here, but he was taking his time 
about it. He was carrying some chips in a basket 
for his mother to make a fire with—that is, if he 
got home that day. His yellow puppy did not 
think he would, and was telling him so in very 
good puppy talk. Just then the children came 
around a corner so fast that they hit Slow-As-A- 
Turtle where his trousers met his green shirt. 
The chips went flying from here over to there 
again, and maybe a bit beyond. 
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e “‘Oh, we are so sorry,’’ cried 
little Corn-Flower. ‘‘We did not 
mean to spill your chips, but little 
Big-Bye-And-Bye is going to get a pony 
when he’s bigger!”’ 
‘““What?” said Slow-As-A-Turtle, picking him- 
self up. ‘‘What did you say?”’ 
But the three children were running on. 








Over by the pueblo, which is an Indian village 
like an apartment house—but there are no eleva- 
tors, just ladders to go up and down—little 
Squash-Blossom was taking bread out of her 

other’s oven. 
a: “Do you know?’ cried little Big-Bye-And-Bye, 


tunning up. 
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‘‘That he’s going to get a pony?” cried Laugh- 
A-Lot quickly. — 
‘‘When he’s bigger?’ finished Corn-Flower, 
almost out of breath. Then they heard someone 
trotting thumpy-thump behind them, and who 
should appear but Slow-As-A-Turtle and the yel- 
low puppy. The yellow puppy didn’t say any- 

thing, but his master did. 
‘‘What’s that you said?” he puffed. 
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At this Laugh-A-Lot began to laugh, and Big 
Bye-And-Bye chuckled, and even the little girls 
smiled a little bit. For Slow-As-A-Turtle was so 
slow at catching onto anything. So they told 
him again about the pony that Big-Bye-And-Bye 
would get when he grew bigger, and they told him 
at least three times so he would be sure to know. 
Even the yellow puppy helped by howling. 

“T hope it will be a black one,’’ spoke up 
Squash-Blossom at last. ‘‘I like black ponies.” 

“And I like white ones,”’ said Laugh-A-Lot. 

“T think a blue-grey one would be pretty,” 
said Corn-Flower. 


“Let’s all go down to the corral and look at 
the horses,”’ said little Big-Bye-And-Bye. ‘‘Maybe 
I could get one all colors.” 

So they all went down to the corral where the 
horses are kept. . 





There were black horses and there were white 
horses, and horses that were grey-blue, but be- 
cause each boy and each girl wanted a different 
color, it was very hard to decide. There was no 
horse there that had all colors on him all at once. 

“When,” asked Squash-Blossom, ‘‘When do 
you think you will be big enough to get a pony, 
Big-Bye-And-Bye?”’ 

“Oh, I had not thought of that, but it will be 
sometime very soon. You see, I feel that I am 
growing bigger and bigger every minute.” 

“T don’t think that you are,” said Laugh-A- 
Lot, ‘“‘At least you don’t look much bigger than 
yesterday.” 

‘“‘Tknow what todo,” cried Corn-Flower. ‘‘You 
go and put on your father’s blanket, and then we 
can see how much you have to grow to be big.” 

So little Big-Bye-And-Bye put on his father’s 
blanket. But, to tell the truth, it did look rather 
large. 











ittle Big-Bye-And-Bye grew very discouraged. 
“T am afraid it will be a long time before I am 
big,’”’ he said, sadly. “I am not so very big right 
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“But I have an idea,’ 
Turtle; 
The very idea of Slow having an idea at all 
| was too much for the rest. Laugh-A-Lot laughed, 
~ and Big-Bye-And-Bye chuckled, and even the lit- 
tle girls smiled a little bit. But to be polite they 
asked him what his idea was. Even the puppy 
grew Curious. = 
Said Slow-As-A-Turtle, very solemnly: ‘‘He 
can eat and fatten up.”’ 
It really seemed reasonable, this idea, after all. 
So that night he ate and ate, and kept his Aunt 
Goose-Berry busy bringing him hot chili-con- 
carne. - 


now. 
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spoke up Slow-As-A- 








He ate squash, 









and he ate green peppers, 
and he ate roast venison, 


and he ate bread. 
fi 


a’ He ate and 
he ate and he ate. ihe Aunt Goose-Berry re- 
marked on his unusual appetite, and his father, 
Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes, wondered at it, but 
little Big-Bye-And-Bye said nothing. He just ate 
some more. 

Strange to say little Big-Bye-And-Bye did niet 
sleep well that night. He had odd dreams of 
being blown up like a balloon and of trying to 
igh funny dream-horses of many colors. 







In the morning he couldn’t eat one bite. Not 
even of anything. Just the bare thought of green 
peppers and hot chili-con-carne made him feel 
ill. So Aunt Goose-Berry called in the kindly 
Medicine Man who gave him something bitter 
out of a big bottle. ant 





Little Big-Bye-And-Bye felt better after that, 
but he didn’t go out to play for two whole days. 
And little Corn-Flower had to find her four hens 
and the goose, and Slow-As-A-Turtle had to pick 
up all his chips, and Squash-Blossom took the 
bread in to her mother, all without his help. 





One day soon after, a stranger rode down the 
plum-tree trail in front of the pueblo. He was €) 
fat, and old, and wore a bright red blanket. Little 
Big-Bye-And-Bye was shooing hens out of his 


father’s corn patch when the stranger came by. — 
Now it wasn’t his fatness, and it wasn’t his 

oldness, nor was it his bright red blanket that 

made Big-Bye-And-Bye forget to shoo hens. There 

are fat men, and old men who sit on the roofs of 

the pueblo in red blankets. But very few ride 

what this one rode. There wasn’t much to see, as 

it was mostly covered up by the bright red 

blanket, but by its tiny legs and broom tail and ’ 

woolly-wobbly ears, the little boy saw that it was 

just about the cutest little burro he had ever laid 

eyes on. 








Big-Bye-And-Bye watched the old man and 
his burro go down the feathery plum-tree trail. 
He thought how nice it would be to have a burro 
like that for his very own. It was cuter than any 
pony, and he wouldn’t have to be bigger to ride it. 

This thought buzzed around in his head like 
when a fly tries to sit on your nose, and he just 
couldn’t think of hens any more at all. So that 
is why, when Mr. Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes came 
to look at his garden, he found about fifty hens, 
more or less, doing things with their feet which 
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hens like to do, but which are not any too good 
for a corn patch. 

For little Big-Bye-And-Bye had climbed the 
fence, crawled under the bramble bushes, and 
was following down the plum-tree trail after the 
fat old man. 
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Now, behind the pueblo town sit blue ntoun- 
tains, but in front there is nothing much except 
flatness. The plum trees grow tired of following 
the trail, and stop. But the trail goes right on to 
the next pueblo town. Little Big-Bye-And-Bye 
felt tired enough, too, to stop with the plum 
trees, but there went that red blanket ahead of 
him, and under the blanket waddled the fuzzy 
burro which was so cute. — 


At last the old man slid off the burro’s back 
and looked around under the sage brush as — 
though he were hunting for something which he 
could not find. Big-Bye-And-Bye stood watching ~ 
the burro as it went nosing for grass. And when 
he turned around again there was no bright red 
blanket, and no fat old man! _ 

“Not anywhere at all?”’ thought the little boy 
to himself, ‘“‘I must be dreaming!” 

But he wasn’t. 

After thinking for some time, about half a 
minute, little Big-Bye-And-Bye ran to where he 
had last seen the old man. All of a sudden he 
stopped so quickly that his tummy felt funny. __ 
For there before him was a deep, dark and dismal 
hole. What’s more, he heard a voice at the bot- 
tom! And then he knew that the old man had 
fallen in, fatness, red blanket and all! | 

“Goodness me!” cried Big-Bye-And-Bye, lean- 
ing over and looking down. ‘‘Where did you go 
tore 
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“Down this old dry 
well. Where did you 
come from?”’ called back 
the old man. 

“T followed you, looking 
at your burro,” replied 
Big-Bye-And-Bye. ‘And 
I think that I shall run 
and tell my father, because 
if it looks as far up from 


down there as it looks far 
down from up here, you — 
never would get out!’’ 


“That is a very good 
idea, my little man. And 
you might take Flop-Ears, 
my burro, to ride back on. 
He is a very gentle burro 
AnG@acaiecOnast.« 





This was too wonderful for words. To ride 
back on Flop-Ears! It was not so easy getting on 
at first, but a large stone helped, and then such a 
fine gallop back along the dusty trail! Little 
Big-Bye-And-Bye felt quite like a bird, going so 
fast. eee 

When he came to the place where the plum 
trees get tired and stop, whom should he meet 
but his father, Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes, coming 
to find why a little boy had let fifty hens, more 
or less, scratch up his corn patch. 








To tell the truth, he did not appear to be 
any too happy over it. But, on hearing how the 
old man fell in the well, he forgot all about hens. 
He hurried to the pueblo and found a strong 
rope. And it was not long before the old man 
was safely out of that hole, fatness, red blanket 
and all, and not a bit hurt. E 

You may better believe that the old man was 
very glad. 





‘What is your name, little boy?”’ he asked. 

“My papa calls me little Big-Bye-And-Bye,”’ 
said the lad. ‘‘You see, it means that after 
awhile I shall be a big man. At least, I shall be 
big enough to have a pony. But I would rather 
not have a pony now. When I am bigger I 
want a burro just like Flop-Ears!’’ 

The old man looked across at Plenty-Pecks- 
Of-Potatoes and smiled. 

“T think you ought to be very proud of your 
son,’’ said he, ‘‘for had he not come along, I might 
have stayed in that well a long, long time. And 
now,” he continued, to the little boy, ‘I am going 
to give you for your very own’’—What do you 
suppose ?—‘‘Flop-Ears! ”’ a 





Little Big-Bye-And-Bye was so surprised that 
he nearly fell over his own feet. He danced and 










he said a great many “‘thank you’s” which sound, 
in Indian, something like saying “‘soap suds sizzle”’ 
with your mouth full of crackers, 
but it means what he said. 
His father put him up on 
Flop-Ears, who seemed very 
glad about the whole thing, 
too, and away they went 
back to the pueblo, ¢ 
lickety-larrup. | 








Laugh-A-Lot was sitting by the brook, won- 
dering if a fish felt very wet; Corn-Flower was 
hunting for her goose among the weeds; Slow- 
As-A-Turtle was hunting for chips, and Squash- 






Blossom was hanging out her mother’s 





wash, when Big-Bye-And-Bye came 





galloping home. And you can_ 
better believe that they were 








all very much surprised. 








They crowded around and petted Flop-Ears, 
and then they all climbed up on his back behind 
Big-Bye-And-Bye, in a row. Flop-Ears seemed 
to like it, too, for he would rather carry many 
little children than a heavy man, for which you 
cannot blame him. When they were starting for 
a ride, however, what did Slow-As-A-Turtle do 
but slip off the back end, flop! But, then, he 
always was slow at catching onto things! 

As for the old man, he turned out to be a 
turquoise trader who was looking for the bright 
blue stones when he fell into the abandoned well. 


Ge 


He bought a big black horse and rode away, red 
blanket and all. 





est so this is ates Big. Beads Bye got his 
pony which turned out to be a burro, much 
better than a green horse-stick to ride. And his 
father, Plenty-Pecks-Of-Potatoes, did not scold 
him for not shooing the hens out of thecorn patch. _ 
To this day all the other children would 
rather have Flop-Ears a different color, but Big- 
Bye-And-Bye is content to have him the nice 
woolly mouse-color that he is. And everyone is — 
happy, even the yellow puppy. — 













Volland 
Aunny Books 


Dear Children: 


Lovelier than a Garden 
Of pleasant shady nooks 






Is a sunny room with a sunny shelf 


Of Volland Sunny Books. 


And here are the names, so you may see 
How charming your Sunny Book Shelf will be: 


TUMBLEDOWN TOWN 

TOLD IN OUR NEIGHBORHOOD 
OMAR, THE DISCONTENTED CAT 
RAGGEDY ANN’S ALPHABET BOOK 
MOTHER, LET ME DO IT 

THE FUNNY LITTLE BOOK 
PEEPS 

SUNNY BUNNY 

COME PLAY WITH ME 

LITTLE SUNNY STORIES 

THE LOVELY GARDEN 

LITTLE BABS 

BILLY BUNNY’S FORTUNE 

THE LITTLE BROWN BEAR 

THE JOLLY OLD SHADOW MAN 


NEW YORK JOLIET 


Wilbur D. Nesbit 
Gladys Nelson Muter 
Ethel C. Chamberlin 
Johnny Gruelle 
Gladys Nelson Muter 
Johnny Gruelle 
Nancy Cox-McCormack 
Nina Wilcox Putnam 
Olive Beaupre Miller 
Johnny Gruelle 
Fairmont Snyder 
George Mitchell 
Elizabeth Gordon 
Johnny Gruelle 
Gertrude A. Kay 


Additional titles are in preparation 
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